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Kennington.' I don't think Mr. Kenning-
ton ever understood it, quite. I don't know
that I did either.

" Well, the boy went out the moment he was
eighteen, as an officer. They were making all
the boys from the grammar-school officers
then. I had an idea that made it easier for
her, parting with him, him being an officer.
He hadn't gone three weeks before the tele-
gram came. She got the dots and the dashes
straight in her heart, as you might say, from
the machine behind the counter. It gives me
a turn, just to think of it.

" That was a Wednesday. Well, she wasn't
in church that Sunday; and there wasn't any
music. She'd sent word to say she wasn't
feeling well. And people who'd been into
the shop said she'd been looking very poorly.
But no one knew what had happened. Not a
soul, not even her husband. She'd kept it all
to herself.

" We were just getting into bed the Sunday
night, maybe a bit earlier than usual We
hadn't played any whist, not having her.,
Just as I was putting out the light, I heard a
tap-tap-tapping at the door. f You go, Jim/
I said. And just while he was thinking about
it, in the quiet I heard a tiny little voice, like